146	LAHORE
expansive moment my friend had dropped his
diplomatic affability and over-studied smiles—to be-
come an ordinary man. A tired, a harassed man,
judging by his looks. His post, I could well
imagine, was no bed of roses. I could not help
speaking out my thoughts, and his answer came
impulsively, in a discouraged voice.
" Yes, it's a pretty thankless job, a minister's,
what with the jealousy of other high officials out
to step into his shoes, and the court-intrigues, all the
more virulent when the court's a small one. And
there's no help from the British Resident; he keeps
his distance, he hasn't much use for ministers who
are too ' independent.' " A wry smile twisted my
friend's lips. " Yes, I've no illusions about the
shakiness of my position."
I was deeply touched by the frankness of his gaze,
the sadness hi his voice, and suddenly I felt greatly
drawn towards him. It was with genuine feeling
that I warmly shook his hands again and bade him
an affectionate good-bye.
At last the train steamed out. I glanced up at
the clock ; a mere thirty minutes late. For a maha-
raja, H.H. had been practically punctual.
I returned to my platform and, to while away the
time, bought from a little news-vender the only
publication in a European language that he had
to offer. It was an English magazine containing
a novelette the scene of which was laid at Monte
Carlo during the season. Gala nights at the Casino,
the amenities of luxury hotels, the elegant diversions
of the younger set; with glib fidelity the author
gave them all. Seated on my roll of bedding
dumped down on the grimy platform amid the
betel-gobs, I read this chronicle of high life on the
Riviera. The lamp over my head, dimmed by a

